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as we stood leaning across the parapet of onr house toward the azotea of the
Jail, we could plainly see, tied about the bars of the window, the white handkerchiefwhich had been agreed upon as a signal. The moment we saw that we knew
that everything was all right within the jail; that the cut bar had not been discovered,nor the attempt to drug the inmates of the room in which Miss Cisneros
was confined. As the inside of the window was in darkness, however, it was

Impossible to discover from where we stood whether Miss Cisneros was at the
window or not.

That white patch on the darkness of the window seemed to stare out of the night
like a search light.

"How could they miss It?" whispered Mallory.
"Why, If a Spaniard saw that handkerchief, It would take him until day after tomorrowto realize It was worth asking about," was the hissed response.
Somehow we could not feel as sure of that as we would have liked to.
We spent a few minutes In accurately summing up the situation before we set

to work. At least a dozen windows commanded a view of the roof on which we
were to work, and from one of them the night before had come many mysterious
noises, as though some one within had frequently opened and closed the heavy
shutters. There was the possibility that we had been watched and our attempt
of the night before reported to the authorities. We tried to ascertain if any preparationshad been made to trap us, but apparently everything was as serene as the
night before us.

The night itself waa as perfect as any I had ever seen in Cuba. The chill of
the early morning hour was beginning to be felt. The stillness was crystallized,
and not the slightest sound jarred the perfect calm of the moon-ruled night. The
quarter-hourly jangle of the bells from a near-by church belfry seemed the living
part of the dead silence, and affected the quiet of the hour no more than the light
breeze that occasionally wandered across the roofs. From arsenal and barracks

nut rv-ir/^T-TT vm Inufoc f lor. IrvTicv mnllln.r nmr of + aonf<nn1o<

nlerta.a-ler-r-r-r-ta," and then the answering call from a dozen other sentries. But
these sounds were but as parts of the mosaic of that night.

Everything being in readiness for our attempt, the ladder was quickly raised
and thrust across the parapet until it rested upon the cornice of the jail. In a secondHernandon, the lightest man in the party, had crossed and was standing on

the roof of the jail, Mallory and I holding the Indder.
When Hernandon turned around with his back to the window and leaned across

the parapet to steady the ladder for us, we held our breaths. Just what we expected
Is hard to say. Had our work of the night before been discovered it was quite on

the cards that ^lstead of the gentle little Cuban girl there would be waiting at the
winrlnw n celeet firinc snnnrl nf piinnls. Tn the white mnnnliszht we must have merle

the finest marks in the world. Maybe, then, we were waiting for a crash and a flare
from that window that would effectually end the attempt to save Evangelina. There
was no way of finding out, and I quickly followed the vibrating ladder across the gap
and stood beside Hornandon on the jail roof. Every window overlooking that roof
was like the porthole of a man-of-war.

From the point where we reached the roof to the window is perhaps 35 or

40 feet, and we quickly traversed this space, passing as quietly as cats in our

stocking feet. As we reached the window we saw Evangelina standing just within
the window, her face drawn and white from the strain of suspense under which
she labored. She had seen us plainly every time we came out upon the roof of our

house, and feared every time we disappeared that we had given up the project. She
reached out her hands to us with many little glad cries, rippling out in whis»
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pered Spanish sentences, terms of endearment and friendship, and calling multiplied
benedictions down upon our heads for our efforts to save her.

"It's easy enough to say be stille" she murmured indignantly. "You haven't been
locked up in here for a year!".

It was almost Impossible to keep her quiet, and it was not until Hernandon stern- v

ly bade her cease talking that sho becamesilent.
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clear, ringing sound that we feared must
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the bar back out of the way I had to stop
and beat her hands off mine. She clutched Otheiron and tore at it in her endeavors to &J
help me in a way that would have ex- (OP^fepYc
hausted her had she continued. v v^,^ c - -/Vvvvi
The moment the bar was out of the way Exterior de la galera de la Csfc

she relaxed with a little mdun and dropped CYnnritn fncir.* Dp fotocrrafin
to the floor inside the window. ,

Denorua ^Obia. cte iotogiana.
... ______.Exte'-ior o<" the court of the woman's

(.Continued on page 31.) Eosio escaped..Prom a photograph.
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'Interior de la casa num. i del callejon de O-Farrill, por donde
le se fugo la Cosio..De fotografia.
Interior of No. 1 O'Farrill street, from which Miss Cisneros fled..From

photograph.

J<P photograph.
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;cl de MujereSc Num. i.Barrote de hurro por donde se fugo la

prison No. 1 fLa Recojidas), showing the balcony from which Senorita
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